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STELLA: Never. I don't believe it had entered his head,
LICONDA: What made you think he was upset last night?
STELLA: [Much moved} He did a thing he'd never dor;^

before. It was dreadfully painful. He cried. He cried in

my arms.

NURSE: Why, exactly?
STELLA: [Desperately,] Really, Miss Wayland, there ate some

things I can't tell you. What passed between my husband

and myself was between ourselves. It concerned nobody

but us.
NURSE: I beg your pardon. I should have thought it better

for your own sake to be frank.
STELLA: What do you mean?   Are you accusing me of

holding anything back?
NURSE: I'm not accusing anybody.

LICONDA: My dear, I won't ask you anything that is painful
for you to answer. But there's just this. If there's any-
thing in what Miss Wayland says I suppose there'll have
to be an inquest. The coroner will certainly ask you if
your husband said anything at all that might indicate that
suicide was In his mind.

STELLA: [ With a deep sigh.} He said it would have been better
if the accident had killed him outright. But he wasn't
thinking of himself, he was thinking of me.

LICONDA: That's very important.

STELLA: Oh, Nurse, don't be hard on us. Don't be vindictive
because I've been rather sharp with you. My nerves are
all on edge to-day. After all, it's rather natural, isn't it?
If poor Maurice did take an overdose of something, can't
you square it with your conscience to say nothing about
it? He had so little to live for. Can't you sjpare us the
distress and horror of a post-mortem and an inquest?

LICONDA: The question is if Dr. Harvester is still willing to
sign the death certificate.